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Zeki Kuneralp, diplomat: born Istanbul 5 October 1914; Turkish ambassador to 
Berne 1960; Turkish ambassador to London 1964-66, 1969-72; Secretary- 
General, Ministry of Foreign Affairs, Ankara 1966-69; Turkish ambassador to 
Madrid 1972-79; married 1943 Neclâ Ozdilci (died 1978; two sons: Sinan and 
Selim); died Istanbul 26 July 1998.
He has published Die Konkurrenz internationaler Schiedsgerichtsbarkeiten, 
Bern 1938; Sadece Diplomat-, Hatırat, Istanbul 1981; (translated into English by 
G. Lewis as Just a Diplomat, Istanbul 1992) İkinci Dünya Harbinde Türk Dış 
Siyaseti, İstanbul 1983; Arzederim. Bir Büyükelçinin Bakanlık Makamına 
Yazıları: 1955-1979, İstanbul 1995; Dağarçığın Dibi: Yaşlılık Düşünceleri, 
İstanbul 1995; Les débuts de la soviétisation de la Roumanie : Témoignage d'un 
diplomate turc, Istanbul 1995; İkili Rapor/Rapport des Deux, Istanbul 1997; A 
Footnote to Turc-Greek History: The Keşan-Alexandroupolis Talks September 
9-10, 1967, Istanbul 1998 and edited Ali Kemal, Ömrüm, Istanbul 1985.
On October 14, 1998 the Anglo-Turkish Society in London held a special 
meeting to commemorate the memory of Zeki Kuneralp. The following 
speakers took the floor in that order: David Lane, Chairman of the Anglo- 
1 urkish Society; His Exc. Mr. Ozdem Sanberk, Turkish Ambassador to the 
Court of St James; Sir Bernard Burrows, former British Ambassador to Turkey; 
Patricia, Lady Jellicoe; Sir Peter H. Laurence, former British Ambassador to 
Turkey; Sir Antony Acland, former British Ambassador to Spain; Professor 
Geoffrey Lewis, Emeritus Professor of Turkish at Oxford University; Dr. 
Andrew Mango, former Head of the European Division of the BBC World 
Service; David Barchard, former British press correspondent in Turkey; Stanley 
Johnson, nephew of the deceased, author and former MEP; Selim Kuneralp, son 
of the deceased and Director-General, Ministry of Foreign Affairs, Ankara.
I he present booklet includes the texts of the talks given at that meeting and 
some of the obituaries published in the British and Turkish press following 
Zeki Kuneralp's death.
Starting a life with Neclâ (Bucharest, Spring 1944)...
... ending a life with another Neclâ (Fenerbahçe, Spring 1998)
DAVID LANE
I should like to welcome our Society's guests here this evening, both those who 
will be speaking about Zeki Kuneralp and others. All Turkish Ambassadors to 
the United Kingdom are distinguished persons; but I think it is generally 
accepted that Zeki Bey was outstanding even among them. His life showed an 
extraordinary record of professional accomplishment, personal fortitude and 
humanity, of which I am sure we shall hear much from his friends and 
colleagues this evening. As one who met Zeki Bey only two or three times 
— and not since the 1960's — I cannot appropriately say more; but, in 
arranging this commemorative meeting, the Anglo-Turkish Society, whose 
Patron he twice was and for whose support we were always grateful, is very glad 
to have this opportunity of joining in tribute to this remarkable and indeed great 
man.
D.L.
ÓZDEM SANBERK
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I don't know how many of you have been into my office, either in my time or 
during that of my predecessors, but if you have, you will know that on the wall 
hang photographs of Turkish ambassadors in London. They don't go all the way 
back to 1794, but there is a complete series stretching back to the first half of 
the nineteenth century. And of course in the British Embassy in Ankara, there is 
a similar series of pictures of British envoys to Turkey.
Zeki Kuneralp twice represented Turkey at the Court of St. James and he 
is one of those ambassadors whose memory does not fade with the years. J have 
a special interest in him, because he was Permanent Undersecretary of our 
Ministry when I myself began my career. During the 1960's Zeki Bey and 
Haluk Bayiilken rotated the two jobs of Permanent Undersecretary in Ankara and 
Ambassador to London between them.
Our Ministry has always been full of gifted people and among my 
colleagues I number people who could be or in fact perhaps are something quite 
different in another career: poets, historians, writers, journalists, and nowadays 
even computer specialists. But 1 think that Zeki Bey is one of those rare figures 
who towers above us all because of his combination of simplicity and 
greatness. He was a scholar who always had books around him and wrote books 
himself in retirement. He was also a thinker who saw the world from a 
completely different but fresh angle. He was not to be swayed by prejudices or 
cliches. He thought things out for himself, but always in a modest and quiet 
fashion.
That I think is why he made so many friends and why those friendships 
have persisted for so long. For I constantly re-encounter Zeki Bey not only in 
those two photographs on my office wall, but among people who remembered 
him, liked him, admired him. It is extraordinary that these friendships have 
stood the test of time. For Zeki Bey left London over twenty five years ago. 
Apart from his time in Madrid, he spent most of those years in one room in a 
wheel chair. And yet his presence has endured — as has his benign and humane 
influence. That is something very remarkable.
Of course people will say that Zeki Kuneralp was an ‘old style diplomat’ 
and that we shall not see his like again. That is true in some ways. But 1 hope 
that he has left us in our Ministry an example which we still all strive to 
imitate and live up to. We also, happily, have his son Selim, as a valued friend 
and colleague, so his memory survives in that way too.
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Those are my thoughts on one of the greatest of my predecessors in 
recent years. I of course was only at the beginning of my career when Zeki Bey 
was ambassador here, so I am very much looking forward to hearing from those 
of you who were his contemporaries and colleagues.
Well, history marches on. We live in a different world with challenges 
which no one could have imagined in the 1960's. Turkey's place in Europe, 
which Zeki Bey's generation took for granted, is always under fire in some 
quarters. Sometimes inevitably when there is a tense or difficult moment, you 
look at the faces of your predecessors and wonder what they would have done if 
they were behind your desk today. Would they have done things differently? 
Would they have done them better? In many cases, you can't guess, but when 
you look at Zeki Kuneralp's face, you see in it calmness, intelligence, honesty, 
gentleness, and courage. Those are very inspiring things. They are the perfect 
qualities for an ambassador. And I think they are why Zeki Kuneralp will be 
long remembered.
O. S.
STANLEY JOHNSON
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I first met my uncle Zeki Kuneralp in the spring of 1959 when I was 18 years 
old during what would now be called my ‘gap’ year. I had travelled on a crowded 
bus across the Anatolian plateau from Istanbul to Ankara. I arrived in Ankara 
early one Sunday morning and somehow found my way to the Ministry of 
Foreign Affairs. With no grasp of Turkish, it took me a bit of time to explain 
to the security guard that I was Zeki Kuneralp's English nephew. When Zeki 
eventually was found at home and had arrived at the Ministry, I was taken in to 
see him in his rather grand office — possibly the one occupied by Selim 
Kuneralp now? — who knows? Zeki stood up from behind the desk and walked 
across the room to embrace me on both cheeks. This was something of a shock 
as this form of greeting, at least among men, was not yet prevalent in the West.
I know Zeki was genuinely pleased to see me. He and my father were 
both sons of Ali Kemal but for various reasons which I need not go into they 
had not, so far as I know, ever met even though my father was by then 50 years 
old and Zeki only 5 years younger. I was certainly thrilled to meet Zeki at that 
moment and not merely because the Kuneralp household at 4, Yalım Sokak, 
Kavaklıdere offered a welcome respite from the uncomfortable hostels I had been 
staying in. 1 stayed with the Kuneralps for two or three weeks, meeting Zeki's 
wife Necla as well as my young cousins Sinan and Selim.
Speaking of the family, it is wonderful to see the other Neclâ, Necla and 
Zeki's grand-daughter, here today.
Even though, over the years, I did not see Zeki often, the occasions when 
we did meet were always very special. I remember, for example, the summer of 
1961. Zeki was in his first ambassadorial posting as Turkish Ambassador to 
Switzerland. He very kindly offered the Oxford Marco Polo Route Project the 
hospitality of his residence in Berne. The Marco Polo Route Project consisted 
of three Oxford undergraduates, myself included, bound for China on two very 
large and powerful BSA motorcycles which we proceeded to drive into the 
compound in an immensely noisy fashion. We had indicated in advance that we 
would of course pitch our tents in the garden. I well remember Zeki's wry but 
indulgent smile when we accepted with alacrity his offer of beds and a hot meal 
inside.
I saw Zeki on several occasions during his two tours as Ambassador to 
London though not as often as I would have hoped since I was largely abroad 
myself during those years. Brussels was still abroad in those days. Though I did
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not follow his professional career closely, I was of course aware that it was one 
of great distinction. It certainly owed nothing to piston. Quite the reverse. As 
Kinross pointed out in his biography of Kemal Atatürk, Zeki’s father as 
Minister of the Interior in the government of Sultan Mehmed VI had issued the 
edict of the Sublime Porte outlawing Atatürk. Hardly the most auspicious start 
for an aspiring young diplomat in the modern Turkish state.
I next met Zeki in 1978 under the tragic circumstances of Neclâ's funeral. 
I shall never forget the dignity he showed on that occasion. There was a state 
ceremony in Ankara. Afterwards the family party flew to Istanbul in a Turkish 
military transport plane. When we reached the cemetery at the top of the Golden 
Horn, the sun was already low in the sky. Looking at Zeki at that moment, 
already stricken by multiple sclerosis, I found it hard to credit his courage and 
stoicism. His father had been assassinated and now his wife had met the same 
fate.
In January 1993, when Zeki was living in retirement in his flat in 
Fenerbahçe, my wife and I together with our children flew to Istanbul to see 
him. We all had tea in his sitting-room with its magnificent view over the Sea 
of Marmara. Zeki was now severely restricted in his movements and 1 couldn't 
help wondering whether this might not be the last time we would meet. But it 
was wonderful to be able to talk to him again. His mind was as clear as a bell, 
his sense of humour as acute as ever. Amazingly, he had managed to produce a 
biography of his father which Sinan Kuneralp had published. Being a writer 
myself, I can see the advantages of having a publisher in the family.
One mystery Zeki did solve at that last meeting. We were discussing 
where all the blond hair came from in the Johnson family. 1 suppose I should 
say the Johnoğlu family. Zeki recalled that his own grandfather, who had been 
born in 1815, had come from the village of Kalfat in north-western Anatolia, a 
region which had once been inhabited by Celtic tribes. Zeki told us he had once 
visited the village himself and been surprised to see blond children in the streets. 
In the monograph about Ali Kemal which he wrote for his English family, Zeki 
recalls that his own father had blond hair. So now we know who to thank.
More seriously, we have far more than blond hair to be grateful for. As 
an Englishman, I am proud of my Turkish antecedents. A lot of that has to do 
with Zeki. Who he was. What he was. So I'd simply like to end by saying now: 
Teşekkürler, Çok Teşekkürler, Thank you very much.
S.J.
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SIR BERNARD BURROWS
I suppose it must be almost exactly 40 years that I first met Zeki on my arrival 
in Ankara in 1958. He recalls in his book that he was present at the last 
interview Fatin Zorlu gave to a foreign ambassador in May 1960: I was that 
ambassador. Afterwards we met in London, at our house in Hampshire and twice 
in Spain, the last time in the terrible period between the murder of his wife and 
his final departure, when the strength of his character became so astonishingly 
clear. Then later, no visit to Turkey was complete without the pilgrimage to 
Fenerbahçe.
Few people can have lived through such traumatic and overpowering 
events as the death of his father in childhood, and of his wife in the maturity of 
his service to his country, and earlier, the loss of a highly respected chief.
He was one of a great breed of Turkish diplomats — others with whom 1 
can claim friendship being Nuri Birgi, Selim Sarper, and Vahid Halefoğlu — 
and there must be many more, who have shown in exceptionally difficult times 
how to rise above personal and political difficulties and represent, in spite of all 
the changes going on around them, the essential Turkey. Zeki himself mentions 
this problem in his book when he recounts that when he was Secretary General 
he said to his Minister: "Who will pay any attention to the wretched 
Ambassador of a State whose economy is weak and its domestic policy 
chaotic?" How many of us have had the courage to say this, much as we may 
have wanted to?
We Government servants in this country pride ourselves on serving 
impartially whatever political masters are in power, but the alternatives are 
usually not very stark, and we may sometimes confide in each other that there is 
not much to choose between one lot and another. Not so in Turkey where 
politics have been more restless and change more violent. It is to the great credit 
of men like Zeki that the constancy of Turkey's existence as a Western-oriented 
democracy has been presented to the world, and the objective of Turkish policy 
have been pursued in a calm and at the same time firm and persuasive manner.
I salute Zeki's memory as a great man and a great friend.
B.B.
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GEOFFREY LEWIS
Zeki's father Ali Kemal (1869-1922) was a writer, editor, and politician, a 
peace-loving man who firmly believed that political change must be brought 
about only by political methods, not by violence. He had no animosity towards 
Sultan Abdiilhamid, but he was not blind to the evils of his absolutist regime. 
His outspokenness led to his being arrested several times, the first in 1888, 
when he founded a students’ society at the Mülkiye, the school for civil 
servants. He spent many years in exile, both during Abdülhamid's reign and 
after the Society for Union and Progress’s bloody seizure of power in 1908. 
Zeki's mother was Sabiha Hamm, the youngest daughter of Zeki Pasha, the 
Marshall of Tophane |Grand Master of the Artillery |. Ali Kemal first met her in 
1913, during his exile in Vienna, and they were married in the following year.
True to his principles, after Turkey's defeat in the First World War he 
maintained that the conflict between the Sultan's government, which was 
collaborating with the victorious Allies, and the Nationalist movement led by 
Mustafa Kemal, who saw armed resistance as the only possible course, should 
be resolved not by force but by dialogue, and said as much in Sabah, the 
newspaper he edited. However, in an editorial published on 10 September 1922, 
after the Nationalist victory, he admitted that he had been wrong, and expressed 
his joy at the outcome. That was the last editorial he wrote: on 6 November he 
was murdered in İzmit. The received story is that this was at the hands of the 
people, who considered him a traitor (and had presumably not read his 
recantation). Zeki denied that the people had anything to do with it: he slated 
categorically that the lynch-mob consisted of thugs employed by one Nurettin 
Pasha, whose motive Zeki did not know.
In 1941, Zeki sat the entrance examination for the Foreign Service. He 
writes in his memoirs:
From what 1 learned long afterwards, it seems that my entry for this 
examination had created problem for the Ministry. Not twenty years had 
passed since the Ali Kemal incident. To what extent was it right to admit 
the son of a "traitor" to the Foreign Service? This question gravely 
disturbed those who were then running the Ministry... Finally they 
submitted the problem to the President of the Republic. Their hesitations 
vanished when İnönü said, "What’s the difficulty? I don't understand; why 
shouldn't he enter the Service?"
After two years at the Ministry, he served in Bucharest (1943-47);
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Ankara, at the Ministry- (1947-49); Prague (1949-52); Paris, with NATO (1952- 
57); Ankara again (1957-60); Bern, as Ambassador (1960-63); London (1964- 
66); Ankara, as Secretary-General of the Ministry (1966-69); London again 
(1969-72); Madrid (1972-79).
During his second tour in London, he conceived and carried out the 
objective of getting a blue plaque affixed to the house in Bryanston Square that 
had been occupied by his predecessor Mustafa Re§id Pasha, one of the architects 
of the first great Ottoman reforms (the Decree of the Rose Chamber, 1839), 
when he came to London as Ambassador in 1838. With all Zeki’s patience and 
charm, it took him three years to break down the stone wall of London’s 
bureaucrats.
He was a remarkable linguist. To quote his memoirs again:
A number of stories have gone the rounds in Bern, some true, some 
fictitious, about my speaking the local dialect. When I left Bern they 
even found their way into the newspapers. Here is one of them. We had 
newly arrived in Bern and I went with my wife to a well-known shop and 
ordered two or three suits for myself. I selected the material and the cut. 
My measurements were taken and the price settled, all this in the local 
dialect. When that was done, the tailor asked my name and address. I told 
him. He was all set to write. On hearing my answer he paused, looked at 
me, didn't say anything, and then wrote. So much for the facts. Now for 
the story. After we had left the shop, the man grabbed the telephone, 
called the police and said, "Watch out, there’s a local swindler going 
around ordering all sorts of things and passing himself off as the Turkish 
Ambassador." That may be fictitious but the following is not. Wahlen, 
the then Minister of Foreign Affairs, introduced me to an acquaintance at 
the Bern Trade Fair in these words: "Be careful, this Ambassador is 
dangerous. After you've been talking to him for a while you forget he’s a 
foreigner."
Amid all the passions aroused by the language reform, he 
characteristically kept his balance. In the Introduction to the memoirs, he says:
It will be seen that I have shown the same regard for the old as for 
the new; I have not shied away from writing either Ottoman or pure 
Turkish. I have not even refrained from using both forms of language in 
the same sentence. Nor, where I have been unable to find the right 
Turkish word, have I seen any harm in resorting to a Turkicized Western 
word. I have chosen whichever word best expresses my thought, no 
matter what its origin... In order to conform to the political climate 
prevailing at the time or to gratify our ideological preferences, we use 
only one of the two languages available to us, the old or the new, 
rejecting the other entirely... This is somewhat ludicrous, because a
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language has no party or religion. Revolutionaries and conservatives may 
use the same language. A sacred book can be written in any given 
language, and so can a love story. Language is a means, not an end; it 
does not take sides.
He tells of a conversation he had in London with a British former 
Minister who was lamenting the decline of Britain’s greatness. Zeki said to 
him, "In the last century you dominated the seas of the world with your Navy. 
Today you dominate the thoughts of the world with your Oxford Dictionary. Is 
this not a finer and a more lasting dominion?"
Zeki Kuneralp was one of the most saintly men I have ever known. One 
example should suffice. His family and friends put some money together for a 
memorial to his beloved wife Necla, who in 1978 fell victim to an Armenian 
terrorist in Madrid. It was Zeki who decided the form the memorial should take: 
a prize for the best essay on the contribution of the minorities to Turkish 
culture.
He was also one of the most modest; witness his extract from a letter 
dated 1 October 1992.
Sinan has told me that you are thinking of translating my little book 
Arzederim. I understand that you have not yet seen the text. I am certain 
that after seeing it you will think otherwise. The text, the subject, is 
very technical, often dry. Even in Turkey it is of interest only to a 
limited circle. I am writing this in order to assure you that I shall 
consider it perfectly reasonable if, having seen the text, you no longer 
think of translating it. The text is not worth a tenth of the effort you 
will have to spend in order to translate it.
1 had it in mind to conclude with something on the lines of "We shall 
not see his like again," but then I reflected that Zeki would have been horrified. 
Let me say rather that his life inspires me to believe that the human race, for all 
its manifest faults, is still capable of greatness.
G.L.
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PATRICIA, COUNTESS JELLICOE
Zeki Kuneralp — he has remained in my heart throughout the years, for though 
I was only the young wife of a junior diplomat, his courtesy was like a flower 
opening towards one, with natural and modest elegance. Only afterwards, 
thinking of him, one realised how brilliant and honest he was ... for he wore 
his knowledge and great understanding so lightly.
Zeki and Necla were such loyal and unassuming friends over the years. It 
was heartbreaking that he should lose her devoted support in that grim, 
senseless, gunning-down in Spain.
Yet, years later and further cruelly crippled when I visited him at this 
home in Turkey, there was never one word of complaint or bitterness — but 
only that warm spirit of welcome and wit.
Zeki was rare — the "Parfait Knight" of England’s poetic praise. His 
handsome chiselled head spoke for the shining soul within him. I was so 
fortunate to know Zeki and Necla. I will always remember and cherish their 
memory as a beacon light to live up to...
P.J.
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SIR ANTONY ACLAND
I am very glad to have been able to escape from a previous commitment so as 
to be able to be present this evening, because among all the diplomats with 
whom I served during my Foreign Office career few, if any, have made more of 
a lasting impression on me than Zeki Kuneralp.
As others have said, Zeki Bey was a truly civilised man in every sense of 
the word. A brilliant linguist, and cultured, courteous, courageous, and 
compassionate. I had many fascinating conversations with him. Selfishly I used 
to invite him to a meal on his own because I so much enjoyed his company and 
we discussed comparative religions, art, international affairs — indeed every 
kind of topic.
Perhaps I am the only person present this evening who was resident in 
Madrid when he had to face the greatest tragedy in his life — to which others 
have already referred, the murder of his lovely and devoted wife and her brother- 
in-law. This was a truly shocking event for all Zeki’s colleagues and friends.
I, perhaps, remember it with particular vividness, because Zeki’s 
residence was along the street from the office of the British Embassy, and, in 
the confusion of the attack, the Spanish Security Authorities called me from a 
meeting, to say that may car had been ambushed, and that my wife and a man 
accompanying her had been very seriously wounded.
It turned out of course, that it was Zeki’s wife — and her brother-in-law 
— but I had begun to feel the sense of shock and fear which poor Zeki had to go 
through — passing indeed through the valley of the shadow of death.
As others have said, Zeki’s courage and dignity and lack of bitterness 
were extraordinary. I can picture him now, standing gallantly in front of the two 
coffins, outside his house, receiving the condolence of the Diplomatic Corps 
before returning to Turkey for the burials. What does one say on an occasion 
like that? But I tried to tell him that he had support from myself and my wife 
Anne and all his many, many friends in Britain. He thanked me, and then said 
"You will understand that I shall be in Turkey for a little time, and I am afraid 
this means that I shall not be able to attend your reception in honour of the 
Queen's birthday".
1 was amazed that, at such a moment, he could have summoned up the 
courtesy and thoughtfulness to tell me that — but, it was entirely typical of
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him, and, of course, he loved Britain, having served twice as Turkey's 
Ambassador in London — one of the most distinguished ever — and he 
respected and loved the Queen, having been with her on her State Visit to 
Turkey. And I know that the Queen had a great affection for him.
Years later, after we had both retired from our respective diplomatic 
services, my wife and I bought a small and totally isolated farmhouse on 
Exmoor. By an extraordinary coincidence 1 discovered that our nearest 
neighbours, seven minutes away on a horse, twelve minutes on foot, and half- 
an-hour by car, were Stanley Johnson (who has already spoken this evening) and 
his children — son and grandchildren of Zeki’s half-brother.
This enabled me to get in touch with Zeki again and we exchanged 
several letters. He sent me the pamphlet about his father, Ali Kemal, and his 
own memoirs Just a Diplomat. It was good to be in contact with him again 
during his last years and months.
I was interested that Professor Geoffrey Lewis referred to Zeki as being 
"saintly". That, curiously, is a word that I have often used about him myself. 
Very few Ambassadors, indeed, if any, would qualify as saints. Zeki, 1 believe, 
came close to it. And — whatever else — he was indeed a friend to be treasured.
A.A.
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SIR PETER H. LAURENCE
I first got to know Zeki Bey after my arrival in Ankara, in 1980. I paid him a 
courtesy call, as a distinguished Turkish diplomat, a former Secretary General of 
his Ministry, and twice Ambassador in London. But it turned out to be much 
more than a courtesy call. It was the beginning of a long friendship that was 
very rewarding to both my wife and myself.
Zeki was already considerably handicapped by his progressive illness. But 
that did not in any way alter his mind or his manners, his courtesy and his 
charm.
It is now ten years since we last visited him in his flat at Fenerbahçe. By 
then his illness was worse; his mother who had looked after him in his old age 
as in his boyhood was soon to die; and Zeki was confined to a wheel chair. 
Fortunately he had good nursing. His two sons and their wives were never far 
away. And he had many friends.
Above all he had his library. He loved his books. He loved reading and 
writing. So for ten years my wife and I continued our relationship with him by 
correspondence, regularly until the last few months. Our last exchange was early 
this summer.
Both in conversation and correspondence Zeki's wisdom shone through 
his combination of knowledge and judgement. He had a wide and varied 
experience. He remembered every thing. His perception was acute, his 
comments shrewd, tempered with wit. He had a rather dispassionate, mildly 
cynical, view of human nature. But he was also generous and humane.
His mind was open and enquiring. In a letter some years ago he wrote 
that he was devoting some lime to the ancient philosophers whom he found 
enlightening. I think he meant primarily Zeno and Seneca — the Stoics. 1 don't 
know whether he read Greek, though he mentioned he had got himself a Greek 
grammar to amuse himself with. Probably he read them in Latin as in another 
letter he wrote he was reading the Vulgate — Jerome's translation of the Bible. 
And he had also got out his old books on Roman law to refresh himself on that 
subject.
His book Sadece Diplomat was published in 1981. Some years later, he 
began work on putting together a collection of his personal records of important 
meetings and conversations at which he had been present, as a contribution to
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diplomatie history. This must be the book to which Professor Lewis referred. 
He was truly a remarkable person.
Even when eventually he found reading difficult he wrote that he liked 
keeping his books in their proper order, feeling them with his hands, now and 
then taking out an old friend and allowing it to inspire memories. He liked 
memories he said — he could control them and relish the good ones.
Zeki's courage never failed, as other speakers have indeed said. Despite 
the tribulations of his life he never showed resentment but patience, good 
humour, kindliness and a great generosity of spirit.
By any measure he was a great human being, and it did all his friends a 
power of good to know him.
P.H.L.
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ANDREW MANGO
In my memories of Zeki Kuneralp three pictures remain vivid. The first is a 
scene at the Turkish Embassy on Republic Day, 29 October, during his first 
spell as ambassador in London. The reception usually started with an address by 
the ambassador. Zeki Kuneralp's predecessors tended to an uplifting heroic mode 
to which the Turkish guests were used. But the audience had changed. There 
were many students who had begun to question their elders. Protest was 
fashionable. Zeki realised it, and wanted to turn protest into civilised dialogue. 
"The basis of the republic, "he said as he addressed his guests, "is good manners 
and decency. It is civility in give-and-take." The message reflected the man. I 
hope it made an impression.
My second memory is of a lunch to which he invited me at the Turkish 
embassy in Madrid. The embassy used, and for all I know still uses, the town 
house of a Spanish grandee. The dining room had large French windows, and we 
sat surrounded by glass. Terrorist attacks on Turkish diplomats had already 
started, and I asked Zeki whether any precautions had been taken to stop an 
attack from the garden or the street outside. He shrugged his shoulders and 
quoted Schiller, translating for my benefit, "The man who does not know how 
to die, does not know how to live." Little did I know that it was not Zeki, but 
his wife and brother-in-law, who were to be the terrorists' victims, outside the 
embassy.
My last memories is of visits to Zeki's flat in Fenerbahçe, a pleasant 
seaside neighbourhood once of mansions in gardens, now of large blocks of 
flats. I would find Zeki in a small workroom, with a wireless at his side, on 
which he listened to the BBC World Service. I used to send him off-prints of 
my articles, for which he thanked me meticulously appending a few comments. 
What he sent me was more valuable: his memoirs Sadece Diplomat (Just a 
Diplomat in the English translation) , which, with its sequel, is one of the few, 
perhaps even the only, Turkish diplomatic memoir to quote from reports, which 
have otherwise been kept away from researchers — and then his edition of the 
memoirs of his father, Ali Kemal. All three books are valuable contributions to 
an understanding of modern Turkey. Then we would discuss world affairs and, 
inevitably, Turkey's concerns. "I have always worked for conciliation and 
opposed confrontation," I remember him saying. His contribution has not been 
wasted. If in the years after the Second World War, Turkey has been able to 
safeguard the policy of peace instituted by Atatürk, if while so doing it has been 
able to make friends and derive benefits from their friendship, then the 
achievement owes much to the intelligent, civilised patriotism of senior
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Turkish diplomats epitomized by Zeki Kuneralp. He knew how to make friends 
while defending his country's positions, because he was himself genuinely open 
to friendship. He had learned the value of friendship and decency in a hard 
school, and he put his experience in the service of his country. He upheld what 
is best in Ataturk's legacy, the advice "Do not be afraid of the outside world. 
Help make it a friendly place to live in." Zeki Kuneralp ended his memoirs with 
the words: "It is not easy to be a Turk. But is not the privilege correspondingly 
great?" — to which I would add that the privilege of knowing Zeki was greater 
still.
A.M.
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DAVID BARCHARD
One day in the spring of 1972, I and two other Oxford students entered 43 
Belgrave Square hoping to invite the Turkish Ambassador to dinner at our 
student society. To our surprise, the ambassador was well over an hour late. We 
had no idea what had caused the delay, but when he did arrived, his eyes 
twinkled, "ambassadors are very important people, perhaps they even have the 
right to be late sometimes," he said to us and immediately won three friends for 
life. Somehow he had not pulled rank but disclaimed it.
The following morning we discovered that the delay had been caused by a 
highly fraught meeting with the Foreign Office concerning a British boy who 
had been jailed in Turkey for trying to smuggle thirty kilos of drugs. The 
British tabloids were baying for vengeance. Nothing whatsoever of these storms 
could have been guessed from the ambassador’s demeanour.
From then onwards, I saw Zeki Kuneralp at intervals but it was not till 
he retired in 1979 and sent me a note, together with a copy of his memoirs, that 
I got to know him personally.
The years of retirement which followed might have been tragic: he was 
alone and there were photographs on his walls reminding him of those he had 
lost. They could easily have been empty. He was crippled and in a wheelchair 
because of his illness and sometimes in acute physical distress and pain.
But as far as I can judge, those last years of his life were a remarkable 
phase in themselves. There is a word in medieval Arabic which the Arab 
chroniclers sometimes used about high officials, emperors, and generals who 
withdraw from the world to contemplate and meditate. That is exactly what Zeki 
Bey seemed to have done in his home in Fener Kalamış. He had somehow 
stepped out of the flow of history and could meditate upon it with complete 
detachment.
He followed from afar the careers of other diplomats and statesmen he had 
known, though quite a few still came to see him when they were in Istanbul. 
He did not take sides in contemporary events. His judgements were firm but 
also fair. Their conclusions, coming from a retired senior civil servant of 
conservative background, were sometimes quite surprisingly radical. 
Occasionally he would plunge back into earlier periods and consider whether 
Turkey's economic development in the 1940's might have taken a different 
course. Or he would look at Atatürk, a man who might have represented uneasy
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memories for him, and point out strengths and achievements — for instance 
Atatiirk's command of Turkish prose — which somehow others had let 
unnoticed.
A morning spent with Zeki Bey in his retirement was like being given a 
tutorial in the sunlight upon the summit of Olympus. 1 could have stayed for 
ever at some of those discussions and I fear 1 sometimes did stay longer than 
was entirely courteous. They were wonderful moments and one feels privileged 
and grateful for having been able to enjoy them.
One always came away from Fener Kalamış with impressions that last: 
the memory of a man of unshakeable calmness, serenity and courage: someone 
who did not fear death or age. Despite all the tragedies of his own life. Zeki Bey 
detected a benign purpose and intelligence at work in life and the universe. He 
did not need any comforting himself. He was someone who comforted others 
when they were afraid or suffered. I remember him once consoling a very aged 
neighbour who had suddenly broken into tears and confessed to be afraid of 
dying. "We should laugh, we should smile. We are very fortunate" Zeki Bey 
said. He meant it and his words worked. The tears ceased.
One hopes that his qualities will not be forgotten, because we are most 
unlikely ever to encounter them in such abundance in anyone else.
D.B.
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SELİM KUNERALP
On behalf of the members of my family, both those who are present here and 
those who are not, I should like to thank the Anglo-Turkish Society for having 
organised this meeting, the speakers who have taken the floor and all those who 
have come here this evening.
1 am deeply touched to see that more than 25 years after his mission in 
London ended, my father is still remembered with so much affection and 
appreciation by those whom he had met professionally and socially.
I think that a commemoration of his life in this country is particularly 
meaningful because Britain along with Switzerland was one of the two countries 
other than his own which had a particular place in his upbringing but also in 
his heart. When he was a boy in the 1920's and early ‘30's, he made regular 
trips to England to stay with his sister Selma at Beaminster and the time which 
he spent here in those formative years left a lasting impression. He came to 
appreciate the gift for compromise, the tolerance as well as the dislike of all 
forms of excesses which so characterise this country along with Switzerland 
where he went to school and university. He acquired respect for British 
institutions whose stability he greatly admired. At the same time, he knew that 
they were inimitable despite the fact that his own father, Stanley's [Johnson| 
and Anthony's [Battersbyl grand-father as well as my own, had made it his life's 
ambition to transpose them to Turkey.
The years that my father spent on mission in this country were probably 
some of the happiest of his life. From a purely personal point, he was not yet 
handicapped by multiple sclerosis, the illness from which he suffered during half 
his lifetime. And of course my mother was still alive at that time. 
Professionally too, those were rewarding years. In his book he describes the 
Queen's visit to Turkey as a "high point in relations". I remember him saying 
frequently that diplomatic work in those years was much easier than it is today. 
The problems which he faced were of a different nature. Turkey's relations with 
its Western partners were probably happier than they are today. Turkey did not 
face the relentless questioning of its institutions, policies, and practices to 
which it is subjected nowadays though sometimes for understandable reasons. 
Equally, nobody doubted at the time that Turkey’s place was firmly in Europe. 
The Timothy Davey affair which few will remember today but to which David 
Barchard has referred — came as a shock to him. He was surprised by the fury 
unleashed in the British press at the prosecution in Turkey of a British boy 
caught peddling drugs. In his book he records with some satisfaction the fact
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that most of the people who wrote to the Embassy about this affair expressed 
understanding for the Turkish position. In the end, Timothy Davey spent some 
time in a Turkish jail for juvenile offenders and disappeared from newspaper 
headlines.
My father's second tour of duty in London coincided with acceleration in 
the pace of decolonisation. Scarcely a week passed without him attending at 
Westminster Abbey a thanksgiving service celebrating the newly acquired 
independence of a former colony. He was impressed by the ease with which 
Britain divested itself of its empire and found itself a new role. In later years, I 
remember him commenting shrewdly on the similarity in the Turkish and 
British approaches to Europe, as both countries were trying to come to terms 
with the reality of European unification which they were observing from 
opposite corners of the continent.
Even after his departure from London and in his retirement years, he 
remained in constant contact with his old friends in the UK with whom he 
corresponded regularly until failing eyesight and growing disability prevented 
him from using his typewriter. Some of them he did not see for over twenty 
years, but the letters which he kept so meticulously in his files and which 1 
have seen after his death show that in this age of instant communications a 
warm relationship can be maintained through what is known today as "snail- 
mail". He was deeply grateful to one of his friends, Prof. Geoffrey Lewis, for 
having translated his memoirs into English. He was also very proud of the fact 
that Sir Martin Gilbert referred to him as a historian in the preface of one of his 
books. He made new friends in the persons of successive British Ambassadors 
to Turkey — and their wives — who were regular visitors and kept him in 
touch with current developments.
So once again thank you from the bottom of my heart for your kindness 
in being here this evening.
S.K.
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P r e s s  R e p o r t s
The Times 
30 July 1998
Zeki Kuneralp, former Turkish Ambassador to the Court of St James, 
died in Istanbul, on July 26 aged 83. He was born on October 5, 1914.
Zeki Kuneralp was twice Secretary-General of the Turkish Foreign 
Ministry. In a diplomatic career of almost 40 years, he served as Ambassador to 
Britain, Switzerland and, finally, to Spain. But his time in Madrid was 
tragically marked when, in 1978, his wife was assassinated by Armenian 
terrorists.
Kuneralp was born just before the outbreak of the First World War. 
Though the place of his birth was Istanbul, he was proud that one of his 
grandfathers had come from Anatolia to Istanbul, where he won fame and 
fortune in the manufacture and sale of bees-wax. His father. Ali Kemal, a 
prominent journalist and politician — who took the view that Turkey's future 
lay in working with, rather than against, the victorious Allies — was murdered 
in 1922. His mother understandably preferred to go abroad at that time, and 
Kuneralp was educated in Switzerland and France graduating in 1938 from the 
University of Bern.
In his memoirs, published in English in 1992, Kuneralp recalled how the 
President of the Turkish Republic, İsmet İnönü, had been asked by nervous 
officials to approve the possibly controversial appointment of AM Kemal's son 
to the Turkish diplomatic service. İnönü broadmindedly replied: "What's the 
difficulty? I don't understand. Why shouldn't he enter the Service?"
Kuneralp served in Bucharest between 1943 and 1947, and in Prague 
between 1949 and 1952. After a spell with the Turkish delegation to NATO, 
then based in Paris, he had his first ambassadorial posting in Bern between 1960 
and 1963. His first tour as ambassador in London was from 1964 to 1966, a 
time when the Cyprus dispute was high on the international agenda.
Britain was, of course, committed to the London-Zurich agreement. 
There was nevertheless the question of Commonwealth solidarity and 
Archbishop Makarios of Cyprus, itself, a Commonwealth member, was always 
ready to use the Commonwealth to press his point. Kuneralp calculated that 80 
per cent of his dealings at that time with the British Foreign Office related to 
Cyprus.
Kuneralp served as Secretary-General at the Foreign Ministry between 
1966 and 1969. When his term came to an end, he presented the Minister with a 
"Valedictory Report" in which he argued strongly that Turkey's future lay in the
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West. "The prestige she now has," he argued "even in the East, is due to her 
closeness to the West." When Kuneralp returned to London for a second tour as 
Ambassador, between 1969 and 1972, the Cyprus situation was calmer. With 
Britain's own, ultimately successful, application to be admitted to the EEC 
dominating political debate, Kuneralp was able to devote more time to the work 
of strengthening understanding between Turkey and the Western democracies.
Kuneralp's last and longest posting was as Ambassador to Spain between 
1972 and 1979, witnessing what he called the "astonishing metamorphosis of 
the Spanish nation" as the era of General Franco came to an end.
Though in later years he was severely handicapped by multiple sclerosis 
and barely able to move from his flat in Fenerbahçe, overlooking the 
Bosphorus, he maintained an active interest in the world of politics and culture. 
Fluent in French, English and German, he was in every sense a civilised man, 
who believed that the highest calling of a diplomat is to make friends for his 
country.
He is survived by two sons, one of whom is director for EU affairs in the 
Turkish Foreign Ministry.
The Daily Telegraph 
2 August 1998
Zeki Kuneralp, who has died in Istanbul aged 83, was twice Turkish 
ambassador to Britain; he was to see both his father and his wife die the victims 
of political violence.
Zeki Kuneralp was bom in Istanbul, then Constantinople, on October 5 
1914. His paternal grandfather had moved to the capital as a young man, and 
made the family fortune, through the sale of beeswax.
Zeki Kuneralp’s rapid progress as a diplomat owed nothing, however, to 
his family's position. Rather the reverse: his father, Ali Kemal, as the Sultan's 
Minister of the Interior, had issued the edict of the Sublime Porte which 
outlawed Mustafa Kemal (Atatürk). In 1922 Ali Kemal was abducted and 
murdered.
Zeki, eight years old at the time, was taken to Switzerland by his 
mother. He went to school there and took a degree at the University of Bern in 
1938. He joined the Turkish Foreign Service in 1941, after two and a half years 
military service.
His first tour abroad, in 1943, was to Bucharest, where he stayed until 
1947. Subsequent postings included Prague (1949-1952) and NATO (1952- 
1957). He attained ambassadorial rank with his appointment to Switzerland, in 
1960.
Kuneralp's links with Britain were already well established by the time of 
his first tour as ambassador to the Court of St James's. His father's first wife, 
Winifred, was English and, after her death in 1909, the two children of that
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marriage were brought up in England by guardians.
Kuneralp's first tour of duty in London, from 1964 to 1966, coincided 
with agitation over the future of Cyprus and the relationship between the Greek 
and the Turkish communities on the island.
Although Britain remained committed to the London-Zurich agreement, 
Cyprus was a member of the Commonwealth, and Archbishop Makarios 
actively sought Commonwealth support for his position, which sometimes 
placed Britain in an uncomfortable dilemma.
Unusually, Kuneralp returned to London for a second tour as ambassador 
in 1969, at a time when Britain's application to join the EEC was at the 
forefront of the political debate. By then, the Cyprus situation was calmer and 
Kuneralp was able to concentrate on the long-term goal of building new 
relationships between old allies.
Like Britain, Turkey had lost an empire and was looking for a role. 
Kuneralp believed profoundly in the mission of modern Turkey as a civilised 
Western state. However, though a supporter of Turkey's integration into the 
EEC, he did not believe that membership was a necessary or sufficient condition 
for the attainment of that mission.
Kuneralp's last posting was as ambassador to Spain. He served seven 
years in Madrid, and witnessed the transformations brought about in the post- 
Franco era. His time there was marked by tragedy when, in 1978, Armenian 
terrorists assassinated his wife, Necla Özdilci, whom he had married in 1943.
In addition to this shattering personal loss, Kuneralp was himself by 
then severely handicapped with multiple sclerosis. He nevertheless served out 
the remainder of his term in Madrid with extraordinary fortitude, before retiring 
to his flat in Fenerbahçe, on the Asiatic side of the Sea of Marmara.
In these long, difficult years, the presence of his mother, Sabiha was a 
great comfort. Having seen both her husband and her daughter-in-law murdered, 
she found herself once again looking after her son, visiting the market for 
groceries until well into her nineties.
A man of wit and erudition, Kuneralp maintained in his retirement a deep 
interest in politics and culture. In 1985 he published a memoir of his father, and 
in 1992 his own memoirs, Just a Diplomat.
He is survived by his two sons one is a publisher in Istanbul, the other a 
director in the Turkish Foreign Ministry with responsibility for European 
Union affairs.
Turkish Probe (Ankara)
2 August 1998
The death of Zeki Kuneralp, one of Turkey's most capable diplomats 
during the Cold War era, has left the country's foreign service in mourning.
The 84-year-old diplomat, who had been paralyzed from the waist down
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for several years, died in Istanbul last week, newspapers reported.
A tall, lanky man with silver hair, Kuneralp had served as ambassador to 
Switzerland, Britain and Spain. From 1966 to 1969, he was the Foreign 
Ministry's secretary general, the number two diplomat of the country.
He also served in the Turkish missions to Bucharest, Prague and NATO.
As one of country's top envoys, he played a key role in designing 
Turkish foreign policy in the years following World War II particularly that 
related to Cyprus.
Kuneralp was known for his meticulous research and work, his interest 
in the history and peoples of the countries where he served and his flair for 
foreign languages — he spoke a dozen fluently, including French, German, 
English, Russian, Spanish, Romanian, and could even read and understand old 
Latin texts.
Working in the Turkish diplomatic service from 1941 to 1979, he served 
under five presidents and 20 prime ministers, and some of the leading foreign 
ministers of the country, including Fatin Rüşdü Zorlu.
Kuneralp was a broad-minded but cautious man, possibly the result of 
his conservative Swiss upbringing.
"I always felt a bit too dry in my appraisals. I always preferred plain, 
unpretentious thinking even when it was a bit lacklustre," Kuneralp wrote in 
his autobiography Sadece Diplomat (translated into English by G. Lewis as Just 
a Diplomat). "I avoided brilliant action that was at the same time full of risk. 
This may be a part of petit bourgeois mentality."
In some ways, Kuneralp was also a tragic figure. He was the son of Ali 
Kemal, a prominent journalist and writer who was branded a traitor to the 
nationalist cause during the War of Independence and lynched by a mob in İzmit 
in 1922 — a stigma that Kuneralp had to bear throughout much of his life.
Tragedy struck his family once again towards the end of his long, 
illustrious career.
On June 2, 1978 in Madrid, Armenian gunmen strafed the car carrying 
his beloved, wife, Neclâ Kuneralp, and her brother-in-law, retired Ambassador 
Beşir Balcıoğlu, with automatic weapons fire after it left the Turkish Embassy 
compound. Both were killed.
Ambassador Kuneralp's Spanish chauffeur, also wounded, died on the 
way to the hospital. Kuneralp who was at the embassy at the time escaped 
death.
After retiring in 1979, he published his father's memoirs, Ali Kemal: 
Ömrüm (Ali Kemal: My Life), wrote his autobiography and books and articles 
on Turkish foreign policy and foreign affairs.
Kuneralp was born in Istanbul, and spent his childhood in the Princes' 
Islands, Arnavutköy, Biiyiikdere and Beyoğlu in splendour, living in huge 
wooden mansions. He had private tutors who educated him.
He always contested those who accused his father of being a reactionary 
and a traitor for having supported putting Anatolia under an American mandate
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after World War I.
In his autobiography, he recalls as an eight-year-old reading a French 
newspaper of an account of the War of Independence and telling his father in 
French that Greeks had taken a beating.
His father smiled and replied in French: "Yes, my son, they have been 
given a clean beating!"
"How could someone accused of being a traitor show such a reaction? 
how could anyone have his son taught French by private tutors and be described 
as a reactionary?" Kuneralp asked.
With his father's death, his mother moved out of the country, perhaps to 
spare his son the disgrace.
Kuneralp grew up in Germany, France and Switzerland. He studied law 
and economics at the Universities of Paris and Bern, and returned to Turkey in 
1938, after a 16-year absence.
After his three-year military service, prolonged because of World War II, 
he joined the Turkish Foreign Ministry as a junior clerk, working in the Trade 
Department.
It was at the Foreign Ministry where he met the woman, Neclâ, with 
whom he wed and shared his life for 36 years.
His first foreign assignment was to Bucharest, the Romanian capital, 
from 1943-1947, as a third attaché. Here he witnessed the last years of World 
War II and the Soviet domination of Eastern Europe.
From 1947-1949, he served as the special secretary of the secretary 
general of the Turkish Foreign Ministry, a position that gave him access to 
high places and individuals of power.
He served as first secretary of the Turkish Embassy in Prague from 1949-
1952.
From 1952 to 1957, he served with the Turkish delegation at the new 
NATO alliance headquarters in Paris, an opportunity for him to work with 
international committees.
He returned to Turkey in 1957 and became assistant secretary general for 
political affairs until 1960. He was secretary general of the foreign ministry 
briefly in 1960.
From 1960-1963, he served as Turkey's ambassador to Switzerland in 
Bern, the city where he spent most of his youth.
Turkish ambassador to Britain from 1964-1966 and secretary general of 
the foreign ministry from 1966-1969, he was back as ambassador to the Court 
of St. James from 1969-1972, and ambassador to Spain from 1972-1979, when 
he retired.
Metin Demirsar
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The Independent 
12 August 1998
On many occasions over the last 20 years, unexpected visitors would 
turn up in a quiet street in an Istanbul suburb beside the Sea of Marmara: one 
day a former US Secretary of State, on another perhaps a professor of late 
Roman history from Princeton, on others ambassadors from any of half a dozen 
countries. Such were the visitors throughout the two decades of the retirement 
of Zeki Kuneralp, one of the most remarkable diplomats Turkey has produced 
this century.
They came to visit a man in a wheelchair, bent almost double by 
progressive multiple sclerosis and effectively imprisoned in his booklined study, 
but with a serenity and detachment achieved by very few. It came at the end of a 
life in which professional brilliance and cruel personal tragedy were mixed in 
almost equal proportion. Somehow Kuneralp transcended them both effortlessly. 
"I would come to Istanbul just to see Zeki. He is one of the most inspiring 
people I know," a leading American historian once said.
Kuneralp was bom in Istanbul in 1914. His father was Ali Kemal, a 
leading late Ottoman liberal journalist and politician. On his mother's side, he 
was the grandson of one of the leading pashas of the Hmpire. During the British 
occupation of Istanbul (1919-22), his father leaned politically against the 
nationalists in Ankara and was kidnapped and murdered in 1922. His mother 
took the family into exile in Switzerland and he received a Swiss education, 
going all the way up to a law doctorate from the University of Berne in 1938.
For the rest of his life, Kuneralp's ties with Switzerland remained strong 
and affectionate. He would chuckle at the discomfort of Swiss businessmen who 
found themselves sitting next to a foreigner able to understand Swiss German, 
but he remained in touch with his Berne school friends and the land of his 
childhood till the end.
Despite his father's controversial reputation in modem Turkish history, 
the Turkish Foreign Ministry accepted Kuneralp into its ranks in 1941 with the 
express approval of President İnönü, Atatürk's successor. He served in 
Bucharest, Prague, Paris, and with NATO.
He belonged to a generation which was schooled to believe that 
friendship between Greece and Turkey was the cornerstone of international order 
in the eastern Mediterranean. By the time he came to London for his first spell 
there as ambassador in 1964, Cyprus was dominating Turkey's international 
agenda and absorbed most of his energies as a diplomat.
By now he believed firmly that the future for Turkey must lie in 
integration into the nascent European Union, a view which he learned from 
Fatin Rüşdü Zorlu, a casualty of the 1960 coup in Turkey but one of the 
Turkish foreign ministers whom Kuneralp most admired.
During his two ambassadorships in London (1964-66 and 1969-72) 
Kuneralp pursued his interests in history and the arts, as well as his professional
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career. Arnold Toynbee, whose vision of the history of world civilisations 
appealed to Kuneralp, became a friend.
He had by then already served as Secretary-General, i.e. permanent under­
secretary, of the Foreign Ministry and his mobility was already affected by the 
beginnings of his multiple sclerosis. So he was content that his final posting 
be to Spain, a country whose culture and arts appealed to him, as too perhaps 
did its conservatism. In his penultimate year there tragedy struck his family 
again.
During the 1970's Armenian gunmen murdered Turkish diplomats and 
their families in cities across the world. Kuneralp, now elderly and walking on 
crutches, might have seemed an unlikely victim. But one morning his wife, 
Necla, and his brother-in-law, also on stick, were murdered outside their home 
by gunmen who were never caught. The marriage had been an extremely happy 
one, but Kuneralp bore his loss with dignity and fortitude. He made only one 
public comment and it was characteristically restrained. When The Economist 
described the murder as "an act of vengeance against a cruel hereditary enemy", 
Kuneralp wrote a reader's letter to the magazine gently asking how events said 
to have taken place before her birth could possibly justify the murder of his 
wife.
A year later Kuneralp left Spain and went into retirement. He had by now 
lost all his mobility and his physical condition was sometimes distressing for 
visitors. He himself paid no attention to it, writing an autobiography which 
was published in both Turkish and English, (Sadece Diplomat, 1981, and 1992 
in English as Just a Diplomat), and then a volume on his father, Ali Kemal 
(1869-1922): a portrait for the benefit o f his English-speaking progeny (1993), 
while professing that he had renounced the world and current affairs. His charm, 
intellectual distinction, and affection for his friends remained as strong as ever. 
Perhaps his spell over them came from the fact that, unlike some in his 
profession, he never said anything that he did not fully believe and had not 
carefully thought through.
He is survived by two sons, whose careers each reflect Zeki Kuneralp's 
main interests, one being a diplomat and the other a publisher of history books.
Cornucopia (Istanbul)
Vol 3 No 18(1998)
Zeki Kuneralp, who died earlier this year, was raised far from home on a 
farm in the Swiss Alps. He returned to become one of the century's most 
venerated diplomats.
In the summer of 1940, a young Turkish conscript officer, approaching 
the end of two-and-a half years’ military service in Denizli, noticed a newspaper 
advertisement for vacancies in the Turkish foreign ministry. He had spent all his 
previous life abroad and assumed he was fated to become a mining engineer or a
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lawyer.
He sat the examination during his August leave and passed it with flying 
colours. So began one of the most distinguished careers in twentieth-century 
Turkish diplomatic history. Zeki Kuneralp, the Denizli conscript, was destined 
to climb to the top of his profession and become twice permanent under­
secretary at the foreign ministry and ambassador to Switzerland, the United 
Kingdom and Spain.
None of this would have happened but for the tolerance of İsmet İnönü, 
Turkey's second president. For Zeki Kuneralp was the son of Ali Kemal, a 
liberal journalist and writer of the late Ottoman period who had opposed the 
Ankara nationalists at the end of World War I and died at the hands of a mob as 
a result.
"Was it right for the son of a ‘national traitor’ to be accepted into the 
foreign ministry?" Kuneralp wrote in his memoirs, published in 1981. A 
similar query had been passed upwards through the civil service until it landed 
on the presidential desk at Çankaya.
"I don't see the problem," said İnönü. "Why shouldn't he enter the 
ministry?" Nearly a quarter of a century later, when Kuneralp was ambassador 
in London and the ageing İnönü was prime minister of a 1960's coalition 
government, the ambassador tried diffidently to express his thanks to the elder 
statesman. İnönü simply cut him short, muttering " I know, I know, my son. 
Thank you."
Kuneralp had been raised in Switzerland, where his mother moved after 
his father’s death. In his childhood Kuneralp worked on a farm and was shepherd 
to a flock of thirty alpine sheep. "I discovered some of the secrets of nature 
thanks to my time as a shepherd," he wrote. To the end of his days, he spoke 
Swiss German like a native and kept in touch with former school friends.
Diplomacy plunged him into a whirl of sophisticated, chain-smoking, 
old-world bureaucrats living stylish lives on tiny salaries. Kuneralp worked on a 
German-Turkish dictionary to supplement his own income. These were the war 
years and his first job was in the Trade Office, working on purchases of fish and 
atebrine, a quinine substitute needed for the malaria that was still quite common 
in Turkey.
His first foreign posting, to Romania, came sixteen months later. The 
ambassador was Hamdullah Suphi Tannöver, a well-known T urkish nationalist 
politician of the late Ottoman empire and early republic. His despatches were 
more like long perorations, from which dutiful chancery staff quietly amputated 
huge chunks to make them easier to telegraph.
At the end of the war Kuneralp marched with the crowds that clashed 
with Communist Party militia and was nearly shot as they opened up with their 
machine guns. When the crowd cleared, eleven demonstrators lay dead. It was a 
heroic, heady moment, but on his return to the embassy he was roundly 
rebuked. "The ambassador was quite right to scold me. 1 would do the same 
myself today," he wrote in his old age.
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Back in Ankara, Kuneralp's exceptional talents were noticed. He began to 
rise in the service. When Turkey decided to align itself with the West, he was 
chef de cabinet to the permanent under-secretary. "Alignment with the Western 
world was something new, something previously never witnessed in Turkey. 
There were high hopes about what it might mean for the future and, to a 
considerable degree, the future kept its promises," he wrote. "Turkey's 
integration into the West did not happen all at once and it was not easy. 
Obstacles appeared and objections were expounded. But the impulse towards the 
West nevertheless seemed to be something the Turks had always had — the 
fulfilment, in a way, of their exodus from Central Asia.
In June 1952, Kuneralp was posted to the North Atlantic Treaty 
Organisation, where his head of mission was Fatin Ru§du Zorlu, later to be 
foreign minister and one of the diplomats Kuneralp most admired in his life.
"Zorlu had a hard outer shell, sometimes a spiky one,” he wrote. "But 
inside he was soft. Those who only knew him slightly, or foreigners, just saw 
the hard outer shell and tended to dislike him... He wasn't loved, but he was 
respected. There were always ideas and content in anything he said." In 
September 1961, after the previous year's coup, he met an untimely end on the 
gallows, along with his master Adnan Menderes, the Democrat prime minister.
Zorlu had grasped the importance of the emerging European Economic 
Community and even in his last days was arguing the need for Turkey to join. 
A year or two later, Kuneralp, now ambassador in London, met the British 
foreign secretary, Selwyn Lloyd, who had known Zorlu well. The minister took 
the ambassador into a corner and said, "He was a brave man. He was doing a 
good job for his country. Why did you kill him?"
"Yes," Kuneralp wrote. "Why did we kill Zorlu?"
Zorlu had, of course, gained his international reputation over Cyprus. 
Since 1930Turkish-Greek friendship had been the principal plank in the foreign 
policy of both countries. It took a while for observers to realise the days of 
Turkish and Greek soldiers dancing the horon together were ending. When a 
Western embassy in Ankara wrote a despatch saying the dispute between Turkey 
and Greece was worsening, a Turkish NATO official protested strongly that 
Turkish-Greek friendship was stronger than ever. "I congratulated him," 
Kuneralp wrote. "That was how our aspirations and policy were then."
As the dispute deepened, Kuneralp noticed that, not far below the surface 
and despite the wounds of the emergency in Cyprus, many British diplomats had 
a soft spot for Greece. The first rifts between Turkey and Western public 
opinion were starting to emerge. Intellectuals, the Anglican clergy and some 
diplomats and journalists sided with Greece. Britain was, in any case, no longer 
the old imperial Britain he had grown up with. He found himself ambassador in 
a land that "had lost its former majesty and whose role in the world was 
shrinking".
Kuneralp's stay in London was interrupted by three more years in Ankara 
as head of his ministry. When he returned to London, the empire had vanished;
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Britain was wrangling over its future in Europe — and the beginnings of new 
disputes were simmering. One day in 1970, amid cries of anger from the British 
press and media, he was summoned to a difficult five-hour interview at the 
Foreign Office to discuss a six-year jail sentence handed down to a fourteen- 
year-old British boy caught smuggling thirty kilograms of drugs.
That happened to be the day I and two Oxford companions made his 
acquaintance during a visit arranged by a student society. The ambassador was 
—uncharacteristically — about an hour-and-a-half late. I remember how relaxed 
he was when we were finally ushered into the vast ambassadorial office in 
Belgrave Square. "I'm terribly late," he said, and smiled. "But then ambassadors 
are very important people, aren't they? I suppose they might have a right to be 
late sometimes." And the eyes behind his glasses twinkled at us. It was not 
until we read the next morning’s newspapers that we realised the reasons for his 
delay.
During that stay in London, shadows began to close in on Kuneralp that 
would have crushed many men. A slow form of multiple-sclerosis was 
diagnosed. He began to walk with a stick and knew that in a few years his 
mobility would be gone. His final posting was to Spain, where he spent seven 
years.
By now the reverberations of the Cyprus dispute were affecting almost 
every aspect of eastern Mediterranean life. In 1975 Armenian terrorists began to 
strike down Turkish diplomats in a cold-blooded campaign across the world 
which claimed dozens of lives. One morning in 1978, Necla Kuneralp, the 
ambassador's wife, walked out of the front door of the ambassadorial residence in 
Madrid with her brother-in-law, a retired Turkish ambassador. He too, 
coincidentally, was an old man, walking with sticks. Waiting assassins drew the 
wrong conclusion and murdered them both. The killers were never caught. The 
Economist described the killing as "an act of revenge against a cruel hereditary 
enemy". With extreme gentleness, Kuneralp wrote to the magazine asking how, 
event if the most pessimistic interpretation of the Turks were accepted, this 
could justify the murder of his wife. Spain remained, however, a country he 
loved and remembered with affection.
In retirement back in Istanbul, living beside the marina at Fener 
Kalamış, he was confined to a wheelchair. Since he seemed only to live for 
books and writing, he said, this did not bother him very much. "I am suited to 
it."
He wrote his memoirs in an open, lucid Turkish, but with an archaic 
vocabulary that belonged to the vanished world of his early year. Then came a 
book on his father, which was uncompromisingly direct on the matter of his 
tragic death.
Ambassadors, retired ministers, professors, journalists continued to seek 
him out for conversation. Kuneralp's modesty and intelligence made him an 
inspirational figure. Somehow his spirit seemed to reach its greatest heights 
when his physical suffering was at its most acute and distressing to observe,
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especially as his illness bent him nearly double.
He was without doubt a great diplomat. Who else could have been such a 
perfect embodiment of the finest qualities their country has to offer?
David Barchard
Cumhuriyet 
29 Ağustos 1998
Önceki gün Kuneralp'i, gözlerimiz yaşlı, alkışlarla uğurladık. Onu 
yakından tanıyanlardan biriyim: Tam bir entelektüel idi. Her büyük insan gibi 
mütevazi idi. Kimseyi kırmamıştı. Başkalarının düşüncelerini saygı ile dinlerdi. 
Fransızca, İngilizce ve Almanca'yı ana dili gibi bilirdi. Ayrıca İspanyolca ve 
Rusça'yı da öğrenmişti. Dışişlerinde 40 yıl çalışmıştı. İsviçre'de, İspanya'da ve 
iki kez İngiltere'de büyükelçilik yapmıştı. İki kez de merkezde müsteşarlık 
etmişti. 1959'da Zürih ve Londra'da Kıbrıs anlaşmalarının yapılmasında çok 
yararlı olmuştur.
1981 'de Sadece Diplomat; ertesi yıl İkinci Dünya Harbi'nde Türk Dış 
Siyaseti; 1985'te babası için Ali Kemal: Ömrüm; 1991 'de Dağarcığın Dibi: 
Yaşlılık Düşünceleri, 1992'de İngilizce Just a Diplomat ve Arzederim başlıklı 
belgesel kitaplar yazmıştı. (Bu kitaplar başında oğlu Sinan Kuneralp'in 
bulunduğu İsis Yayınevi tarafından yayımlanmıştır.)
Zeki Kuneralp'in ikinci oğlu Selim Kuneralp Dışişlerinde Avrupa Birliği 
Dairesi'nin genel müdürlüğünü yönetmektedir.
Kuneralp, babası Ali Kemal'in Kurtuluş Savaşı sırasında İstanbul'da bu 
harekâta karşı çıkıp yazılar yazması ve 1922'de yargılanmak üzere Ankara'ya 
götürülürken, İzmit'te linç edilmesi olayı karşısında Sadece Diplomat'la bakın 
şu satırları yazmıştır. "... Ali Kemal halasız bir adam değildi. Bu dünyada hata 
yapmayan var mı? Babam hain miydi? Bunu öyle görmek isteyenler sonradan 
bozuldu. Aslında onun yazıları ve davranışları bunun tersini göstermiştir. O 
gerici miydi? Hayır!"
Kuneralp Arzederim: Bir Büyükelçinin Bakanlık Makamına Yazıları 
başlıklı anılarının sonunda bakınız neler yazıyor: "Biz modern devlet olalı 
aramızdan dört devlet adamı çıktı, dördü de bizi aynı hedefe doğru yönelttiler: 
Mustafa Reşit Paşa bize Batı'nın kapısını açtı. Mithat Paşa bize Batılı anlamda 
demokrasiyi getirmek istedi. Atatürk, esere gerçeklik ve bütünlük verdi. İnönü 
onun mirasını korumaya çalıştı. Bu siyaset, ‘tabiat-ı eşyada’ mündemiçtir. Son 
tecrübelerimiz bunu bir kere daha ispatladı. Desteğe, fiili, hakiki ve acil desteğe 
muhtaç idik. Sağda solda aradık. Gittik birine sarıldık, öbürünü kurcaladık, fakat
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sonra geldik, gene aynı kapıyı vurduk ve o kapı Batı'da idi. Bunu gören dört 
devlet adamımızın ruhları herhalde şad olmuştur. Saygı ile arzederim."
Kuneralp'in müsteşarlığı sırasında bazen sözcülüğünü yaptığım gibi, 
şimdi de onun karakterini ve büyüklüğünü duyurmaya çalıştım. Toprağı bol 
olsun.
İsmail Soysal
Radikal
11 ve 12 Ağustos 1998
Otuz yıl kadar önceydi. Edebiyat tarihçisi Nihad Sami Banarlı Dergâh 
kitapları arasında Yahya Kemal Beyatlı'nın nesirlerine de yer vereceklerinden söz 
etti. Hiç yayımlanmamış üç beş hayat hikâyesi de varmı; biri Ali Kemal'in 
portresi. Önce Meydan'da yayımlayalım, dedim; anlaştık.
1961 Anayasası'nın yasak konuların sınırlarında gezinmemize imkân 
verdiği yıllar. Ali Kemal, «Cumhuriyet çocuğu» denen nesillerin adını sıkça 
işittiği kahramanlardan biri değil. Ancak yakın tarihimizle ayrıca ilgilenmiş 
olanlar bilirdi adını, ne ettiğini ve hayatının nasıl bir faciayla sona erdiğini. 
Durumun bugün de pek farklı olduğunu sanmıyorum.
Paris'te ve Cenevre'de okumuş, İkinci Meşrutiyet öncesi sürgüne 
gönderilmiş Osmanlı aydınları arasında yer alan, Meşrutiyet'ten sonra tarih ve 
edebiyat konulu kitaplarıyla, ama daha çok İttihat ve Terakki aleyhtarı bir 
siyasetçi ve Millî Mücadele'ye şiddetle karşı çıkan bir gazete başyazarı olarak 
tanınmıştı.
Zaferden ve millî ordunun İstanbul'a girişinden sonra Ankara hükümeti 
Ali Kemal'in «güvenliği sağlanarak» başkente getirilmesini istedi; orada 
yargılanacaktı. Ne var ki, İzmit'te Nureddin Paşa'nın tertibiyle linç edilerek 
öldürüldü (8 Kasım 1922). Bu gelişmenin Ankara'yı memnun etmediğini, linç 
ertesi İzmit'ten geçen Mudanya Mütareke Heyeti Reisi Korgeneral İsmet 
Paşa'nın Nureddin Paşa'ya muamelesinden biliyoruz. Yanında yabancı misafirler 
de vardı. Akşam yemeği boyunca davet sahibi durumundaki Paşa'nın yüzüne bile 
bakmadı.
Uzun yıllar Ali Kemal'in adı anılmamıştı. 1965 yılında, hem de Yahya 
Kemal'in kaleminden çıkmış bir portresi ilgiyle okunacak bir yazı olurdu. İlkin 
yazıyı, gizli bir belge ele geçirmişçesine merakla biz gazetede çalışanlar okuduk. 
Yahya Kemal'in resmî görüşe aykırı bir dediği yoktur; Kuvayi Milliye 
düşmanlığının, Millî Mücadele ve Mustafa Kemal aleyhtarlığının altını da kalın 
bir kalemle çizmişti; Peyamı Sabah başyazarını, hayır affetmiyordu.
Ali Kemal'in bir fotoğrafını aradık. Hayret, adı anılmadığı gibi, gazete 
arşivlerinde bir fotoğrafına da rastlanmıyordu.
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Öyleyse bir yakınını, mesela ailesinden birini arayın, dedim. O tarihte 
Londra'da görevli Türkiye Büyükelçisi Zeki Kuneralp'in Ali Kemal'in oğlu 
olduğunu da bu vesileyle öğrendim.
Babası merhum Ali Kemal'in bir fotoğrafını istemek üzere Londra 
büyükelçimiz Zeki Kuneralp'e telefon ettim.
— Yahya Kemal'in bir yazısı olduğunu bilmiyordum, dedi.
Sözü uzatmamaya çalışarak, Şair'in, merhumun hayli aleyhinde 
yazdığını, aradan bu kadar zaman geçmiş olmasına rağmen, Ali Kemal’den haşin 
bir dille söz ettiğini söyledim. Bu tutumu da tabiî karşıladığı cevabını verdi.
— Babanızın aleyhinde bir yazıyı süslemek için sizden güzel bir 
fotoğrafını istememdeki densizliğin farkındayım, deyişime şiddetle karşı çıktı.
— Katiyen böyle düşünmüyorum. O yazı tarihî bir belgedir. Babam sizin 
meslektaşınızdı. Hiç şüphesiz, sizin yerinizde olsaydı o da aynı şeyi yapardı.
Sıradan biriyle konuşmadığım o kadar belliydi ki! Babasının bir 
portresini göndereceğini, ama istersem İstanbul'da annesine de müracaat 
edebileceğimi söyledi, adresini verdi.
Sabiha Hanımefendi'yi ziyarete gittim. Tophane'den Galatasaray'a çıkışta, 
Yeniçarşı Caddesi'ne açılan sokaklardan birinde levanten tarzı bir bina.
Kalın camlı gözlükleriyle emekli öğretmene benzeyen, yıllardır güneşe, 
belki de açık havaya çıkmadığı belli bir hanımefendiydi. Fotoğraf meselesini 
oğluyla halletmemi istedi ve beni çaya alıkoydu.
Acısını bütün varlığına sindirişinde, hiçbir suçlama, hatta gücenme 
izlenimi vermeyişinde, felaketini tek başına taşıyışında öylesine bir büyüklük 
vardı ve ben karşısında, ne diyeceğimi bilememenin de verdiği azapla öylesine 
bir eziklik hissetim ki, çıkınca, sokağın tenhalığından da faydalanarak biraz 
ağladım.
Şükrü Baban Hoca'ya ziyaretimi söyledim. O da, Refet Paşa'nın 
İstanbul'a gelişini takip eden günün sabahı telefonla Sabiha Hanım'ı arayışını 
anlattı.
— Refet (Bele) Paşa İstanbul'a gelmiş, çılgın tezahüratla karşılanmıştı. 
Ali Kemal dostumdu. Mutlaka İstanbul'dan ayrılmıştır, haremine Allah 
kavuştursun demek için aramıştım, dedi. Ama karşımda Ali Kemal'i buldum. 
«Niye kaçayım. İsterlerse, her mahkemede hesabımı vermeye hazırım» diyordu. 
Ne dediğimi anlamak istemedi, gerçeği görmemekte hep inat ederdi.
Zeki Kuneralp emeklilik yıllarını Fenerbahçe'deki evinde geçirmiş. 
Gidip, yarım kalan dostluğumuzu pekiştirme fırsatını kaçırdığım için, şimdi o 
kadar pişmanım ki!
Hakkı Devrim
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Sabah
17 Ağustos 1998
SADECE DİPLOMAT
Kitabın yayınevi yok, demek ki doğrudan matbaaya verilip yayınlatılmış. 
Bende Aralık 1981 'deki ikinci baskı var. Yazarı Zeki Kuneralp, başlığı Sadece 
Diplomat olan bu kitap önemli bir hatırat. Umarım birileri yeniden basar.
Geçen hafta Zeki Kuneralp'in vefatını öğrenince, sevgili dostum Sedat 
Ergin'in verdiği kitabı yeniden aldım elime.
Bu değerli büyükelçi, hatıratını Ermeni teröristler tarafından Madrid'de 
öldürülen eşine ithaf etmiş. "Neclâ'ya" diyor ithafında, "ki hayatımda başarı ne 
sayılırsa benden ziyade onundur..."
Kuneralp'in ölüm haberine bazı Avupa gazeteleri geniş yer ayırdı. Bizde 
konuya ilk değinen, Cumhur iyet'ts, yazan emekli büyükelçi İsmail Soysal oldu. 
Biz gazeteci taifesi, neden sonra uyandık. Uyanır uyanmaz da Kuneralp'in İngiliz 
casusu olmakla suçlanıp linç edilen babası gazeteci ve muharrir Ali Kemal'e 
taktık. Hatıratından öğrendiğimize göre oğlu Zeki Kuneralp'in Ali Kemal 
olayının üzerinden 20 yıl bile geçmeden Hariciye sınavını kazanması tereddüt 
yaratmış bakanlıkta. Mesele Cumhurbaşkanı İsmet İnönü'nün devreye girip "Ne 
var bunda, niçin girmesin?" demesiyle hallolmuş. Bana kalırsa bu tavır bir 
yandan İnönü'nün büyük devlet adamlığını gösteriyor, diğer yandan da onun Ali 
Kemal olayını Anadolu İhtilali'nin koşullarında değerlendirdiğini.
Hep düşünürüm İnönü'nün neden hatırat yazmadığını. Kim bilir devletin 
bekası bakımından açıklanmasında yarar görmediği pek çok şey vardı...
Kuneralp hatıratı 1940 ile 1980 arası Türk diplomasi tarihine içerden 
bakan ama tarafsız bir bakış. "Milletlerarası, ihtilaflarda bir taralın tamamen 
haklı, diğer tarafın tamamen haksız olması enderdir" diye yazmış Kuneralp altını 
kırmızı kalemle çizdiğim paragrafta. Harp hali hariç, yabancı memleketleri dost 
ile düşman olarak iki sınıfa ayırmayı hiçbir zaman doğru bulmadığını da 
eklemiş: "Milletlerarası münasebetlerde, dostluk veya düşmanlık değil, menfaat 
birliği veya menfaat ayrımı mevzuubahistir..." Okurken çok basit gibi gelen bu 
cümlenin anlamını bırakın toplumu, kamuoyu önderlerinin bile kavradığı 
kuşkulu.
Kuneralp'e uzaktan uzağa hayran olduğumu belki sezdiniz. Onun gibi 
adamlar kalmadı ki... Madrid'de verdiği bir konferansta söylediği, hatıratının da 
son cümlesi olan şu satırlarla elveda ona: "No es facil ser Turco... Evet kolay 
değildir Türk olmak, ama olmanın imtiyazı da o nisbette büyük değil mi?"
Zeynep Gögüş
Yeni Yüzyıl 
21 Ağustos 1998
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Türklerin "Büyük" Elçisi
Büyükelçi Kuneralp'le 1980'li yıllarda tanıştık. Bu samimi ve saygılı bir 
dostluktu. Zeki Kuneralp, yöntemli düşünen, bilgisi sağlam; asıl önemlisi artık 
Avrupa'da da az rastlanan ansiklopedik bir birikime sahipti. Bu nadir rastlanan 
kişiliği "bulunmaz" düzeyine çıkaran çizgileri tasvir, çok zordur... Derin 
düşünen, özlü ve üsluplu konuşan, soğukkanlı, dingin adamda Batının bilgileri 
ve Doğunun hikmeti birleşmiş gibiydi. Ayrı şehirlerde yaşadığımız için 
görüşmemiz zor oluyordu. İstanbul'a gidiş ve dönüşlerimde mutlaka uğramaya 
çalışırdım. Öğleden önceki ziyaretlerimde; bellek koruma alıştırmalarına 
rastladığım olurdu. Her sabah eski Yunanca kısa bir metni ezberliyordu. 
Kuşkusuz savaş öncesi Avrupa'sındaki gimnazyum eğilimi, ona klasik diller 
(Yunanca ve Latince) bilgisini vermişti.
Dahiliye Nazırı Ali Kemal Bey, Anadolu'ya geçirilirken Nurettin Paşanın 
sonradan Gazi Mustafa Kemal Paşa ve İsmet Paşaları çok kızdıran bir tertibiyle 
linç edilmişti. Ali Kemal Beyin İstanbul'da kalan eşi (Tophane Müşiri Zeki 
Paşanın kızı) ve küçük oğlu Zeki'yi bugünlerde himaye edip emniyet altında 
yurtdışına gitmelerini sağlayan Hüseyin Cahit Beydi (Yalçın). Bu olayı 
büyükelçi Kuneralp'in kendinden dinledim. Bu konuya niye değiniyorum; o 
günlerde kim kimi niçin harcıyor, kim kime niye yardım ediyor, bunu bugünün 
insanı anlamıyor. Osmanlıdan devraldığımız bürokrasinin üyeleri savaşma ve 
çekişmeyi kuralları içinde yürüten centilmenlerdi. Zeki Beyle uzun uzun 
konuştuk. Ne babasının siyasi kariyerinden dolayı bir eziklik duyuyordu, ne de 
muhaliflerine karşı burukluk... Soğukkanlı tarihçi bakışı ve diplomat tavrı 
vardı. Muhakeme ve değerlendirmesinde bu yöntem ağırlıklı rol oynuyordu; ama 
herşeyden önce son Osmanlı politikacılarının halet-i ruhiyesini anlamış adamdı. 
Bu nedenledir ki 1941 yılında Bern Üniversitesinde üstün başarıyla tamamladığı 
hukuk doktorasından sonra hariciye vekaletinin açtığı kabul imtihanına güvenle 
girmiştir. Güveninde haklı çıkmıştır. Genç üstün bilgili Zeki Kuneralp'in aldığı 
neticeyi Cumhurbaşkanı İnönü'ye arzeden vekalet mensuplarına büyük devlet 
adamı; "bu değerli gencin vekalete alınmasının ne kadar yerinde olduğunu" ifade 
etmiştir. Herkes şehadet ediyor ki; o tarihte Kuneralp ölü ve diri Avrupa dillerini 
mükemmel biliyordu ve dışarda büyüyen Türklerin aksine Türkçesi de 
mükemmeldi.
Gerçi zor hayatının akışı bir bakıma Zeki Bey'in iyi yetişmesine 
yardımcı olmuştu. Parasız İsviçre'ye sığınan annesi ile önce teyzesinin yanında 
oturdular. Eniştesi Alman generali von Veit'in çiftliğinde çocukluk yılları 
geçmiştir. Zeki Bey okulda ilginç bir lehçe olan İsviçre Almancasının Bern 
lehçesini öğrenir. 1960-63 yıllarında Bern Büyükelçiliğindeyken ilkokul 
arkadaşları olan İsviçre devlet erkanı ile konuştuğu bu Bern Almancası diğer 
diplomatları imrendirir ve Zeki Bey hakkında ortalıkta bir sürü anekdot dolaşır.
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İsviçre hariciye vekili; "Bu adamın bizden olmadığım unutuyorum, bu çok 
tehlikeli," demiş. Türk Büyükelçisini kent halkı ve polis, konuştuğu yerle 
lehçeden dolayı tanımakta güçlük çekermiş. Bir keresinde, "Ben Türk 
Büyükelçisiyim," dediği trafik komiseri kendisini işletiyor zannettiği bu 
beyefendiyi, "Öyle mi, ben de İngiltere veliahtıyım!” diye cevaplamış.
Vakıa Zeki Kuneralp yöntemli ve sabırlı çalışmasıyla lisanları çabuk 
öğrenirdi. O devrin diplomatları arasında Rusçanın önemine inanıp öğrenen ve 
Tolstoy'u aslında okuyan tek adamdı denebilir. Londra Büyükelçiliğinde ardında 
hayranlardan oluşan bir kitle bırakarak Madrid'e tayin edildikten altı ay sonra, 
İspanyolcayı öğrenip konferans verdiği biliniyor. General Franco ve İspanya 
erkanı bu Türk senyörüne hayran olmuştu. Ama Türkiye'nin "büyükelçisi" 
hayatının dramını da burada yaşadı.
Bir gün kendisi elçilikte kalmıştı. ASALA teröristleri, o var zanıyla eşi 
Neclâ Hanımın, ve eniştesi Büyükelçi Beşir Balcıoğlu'nun bulunduğu makam 
arabasını taradılar. İmparatorluğun son dahiliye nazırlarından Ali Kemal Beyin 
oğlu Madrid Büyükelçimiz Zeki Kuneralp, Türklüğünün bedelini pahalı biçimde 
ödedi. Bu facianın ortasında dahi Madrid'i terk etmedi; devleti temsil etti. 
İspanyollara kırgınlık göstermedi. Bu asil davranış karşısında saygı ve şükran­
larını ifade eden İspanya ayanına: "Türk olmak zordur, ama bir imtiyazdır," dedi.
Hissi, hamasi bir Türk değildi; soğukkanlı, disiplinli ama granit kadar 
inatçıydı. İkinci Dünya Savaşı'nın en civcivli günlerinde sakin ve müreffeh 
İsviçre'yi bırakıp Türkiye'ye dönmüş hariciye vekaletine intisap ettiğinin 
ertesinde yedek subaylık görevine gitmişti. Bir Avrupa ülkesinde çalışsa zengin 
bir hayat sürerdi; oysa çok mütevazi bir hayat yaşadı ve öldü. Geleceğini 
yurdışında aramayı adet edinen Türk gençliğine bir örnektir.
Dindar değildi. Ama bir dervişin tevazuu ve ölümü bekleyen sakin sabrı 
içinde son yıllarını geçirdi. Bu dinginliğe yeni Türkiye'nin insanlarında artık 
veya henüz pek rastlanmıyor. O yirmiyedi yaşında hislere değil akla dayanan bir 
onurla döndü ülkesine. Zorluğa ve mücadeleye intibak etti. T ürkiye'nin en zarif, 
bilgili; unutulmayan büyükelçilerinden oldu. Türkiye'nin böyle insanlara sahip 
olması da bu ülkenin bir vasfıdır.
İlber Ortaylı
*
Ömrünün 36 yılını Dışişlerimizin muhtelif kademelerinde önemli 
hizmetler vererek geçirdi. Paris'te, Bern'de, Londra'da, Madrid'te Büyük elçimiz 
olarak Devleti temsil etti. 60'lı yılların ikinci yarısında Dışişleri Genel Sekreteri 
olarak Cumhuriyet dış politikasına şekil verenlerden biri de o oldu. Mesleki 
hayatı bu kadar başarılarla dolu, fakat özel hayatı onun kadar dramlara sahne 
olmuş bir başka insan tanımadım ömrümde. Bence, yaşadığı en büyük trajedi 
ise, bütün hayatı boyunca içinden atamadığı "bir vatan hainin oğlu" 
suçlamalarının ezikliği idi.
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Mutlulukları bile acılar içinde yaşamağa mahkûm edilmiş, lânetli bir 
Yunan trajedya kahramanı gibidir dostum Zeki Kuneralp. Anılarımı, beni 
etkileyen kişileri ve olayları anlatırken, onun portresini mutlâka çizmeliydim. 
Yunus Emre'nin, çileler çekerek, acılara katlanarak varılır dediği olgunluk; 
Hayyam'ın bir rubaisinde dile getirdiği "Bin bir acı dolmadan hayat ölçülmez" 
dizesindeki hüzün, benim gözümde, çağdaş bir derviş kişiliğine varmış ve 
tekkesine kapanmış Zeki Bey portresinin ilk çizgileridir. Bu çizgileri elimden 
geldiğince derinleştirmek istiyorum.
Önce, ürpetici bir sahne:
6 Kasım 1922. İzmit.
Bütün şehir ayakta.
"Ali Kemal'i İstanbul'da berber dükkânında traş olurken kaldırıp Nureddin 
Paşa'nın makamına getirmişler" fısıltısı herkesi sokağa dökmüş.
Anadolu ihtilâli zaferle sona ermiş, düşman İzmir'den denize dökülmüş, 
barış için Lozan'a çağrılmışız, Refet Paşa Kuvayı Milliye'nin temsilcisi olarak 
at üstünde ve askerleriyle İstanbul'a girmiş, Saltanat kaldırılmış; işte o günlerin 
heyecanı içinde, Milli harekete karşı çıkanların avı başlatılmış.
Ali Kemal ilk büyük av.
Damat Ferit hükümetlerinde Maarif ve Dahiliye Nazırı; Yunan işgaline 
tepkiler başlayınca: "Artık bıktık bu İttihatçıların savaş sevdasından, başımıza 
gelenleri silâhla değil müzakere ile, barış yoluyla defedelim" diyen; Mustafa 
Kemal'in başlattığı harekete başından beri karşı çıkıp Sabah'ta, Peyam'da o sivri 
dilli yazıları yazan Ali Kemal Bey, şimdi Kuvayı Milliyecilerin elindedir. Ve 
Ankara, "Emniyetini tesis edin, doğruca bize gönderin," dediği hâlde, Sakallı 
Nureddin Paşa'nın niyeti hiç de o değildir.
6 Kasım 1922 günü, bu "haini vatan", öfkesi kazan ateşi gibi paralayan 
İzmit halkının arasına salınır ve linç edilmesine seyirci kalınır.
Nureddin Paşa'ya göre, halkın haleti ruhiyesini yatıştırmak için, yargısız 
infaz şart olmuştur.
Ankara'da Gazi ve Kuvayı Milliye Kumandanları ona karşı nasıl bir tavır 
takınacaklardı; siyasal öçlerini nasıl alacaklardı, bu artık bilinemez olmuştur. 
Belki de 15()'likler listesinde "affedilemezler” arasına girecek, vatandaşlıktan 
çıkarılmış olarak, diğerleri gibi sürgün hayatına yollanacaktı. Günün birinde de, 
Refik Halit gibi, Ref'i Cevat gibi yurda dönüp yeniden gazeteciliğini 
sürdürebilecekti.
Aynı gün, yani 6 Kasım 1922 günü, İstanbul'da Arnavutköy'deki bir 
köşk yavrusunda, genç bir kadın matemler içindedir. Ali Kemal'in henüz 
otuzuna varmamış eşi Sabiha Hanıma kara haber ulaştırılmıştır. O tarihte 8 
yaşında bulunan küçük Zeki pek bir şey anlayamaz. Ne yaşlı dadısı Gülbün, ne 
Rum Aşçı Viktorya ve de şişman kardeşi Anastasya olup biteni ona anlatırlar. 
Aradan iki ay geçecek ve soğuk bir kış sabahı Sirkeci'den Orient ekspresle 
Münih yolculuğuna çıktıkları zaman, küçük yüreği, yeni bir hayatın başladığını 
sezecektir.
Zeki'nin annesi, eski Tophane Müşiri Mustafa Zeki Paşa'nın en küçük
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kızıdır. Sabiha Hanımın ablalarından biri Münih yakınında Garmiş denilen bir 
dağ kasabasında yaşıyor. Vaktiyle Türkiye'de görev yapmış Prusyalı bir 
generalle evlidir bu abla. Zeki Paşa'nın diğer bir kızı da Napoli'de İsviçre 
Hastahanesinin başhekimi bir İsviçreli ile evlidir. Matemli küçük kız kardeş ve 
8 yaşındaki oğlu bu ablaların aileleri yanında bir yıldan fazla misafir kalıp 
acılarını bastırdıktan sonra 1924 ilkbaharında İsviçre'ye geçerler ve artık hep 
orada kalırlar. Önceleri, Türkiye'deki birkaç parça emlâkin sık sık aksayan 
geliriyle geçinmeğe çalışırlar. Sabiha Hanımın mücevherleri ve değerli eşyaları 
ara sıra rehin verilerek sıkıntılar geçiştirilmeğe çalışılır. Bir süre sonra, Ali 
Kemal'in genç karısı Bern Büyükelçiliğimize mahalli kâtip alınarak, aile geçim 
sıkıntısından kurtulur. 10 yaşından 24 yaşına kadar Zeki Bey, Bern'de yaşar. 
Paris'te Hukuk tahsilini bitirdiği yıl Atatürk hayata veda etmiştir. 1939 
ilkbaharında memlekete döner ve askerliğini yapar. İkinci Dünya Savaşı 
patlamıştır. Askerliği 2.5 yıl sürer. Bu arada açılan bir Hariciye imtihanına girer 
ve kazanır. Ancak, Ali Kemal'in oğlunun Hariciye imtahanını kazanması 
Ankara'da olay yaratmıştır. Alınsın mı, alınmasın mı? İş, o tarihte 
Cumhurbaşkanı olan İnönü'ye kadar intikal eder. Paşa köpürür: "Bunda ne var? 
Niçin girmesin?"
Zeki Bey bana anlatmıştı. Sene 1963. Yani aradan 23-24 yıl geçmiş. 
Zeki Bey, Bern Büyük elçiliğinden Londra Büyük elçiliğine tayin ediliyor. 
Gitmeden önce Başbakan İnönü'ye bir veda ziyaretinde bulunuyor. O zamana 
kadar bir fırsatını bulup söyleyemediği duygularını ifade ederek, "Size şükranımı 
bu kadar geç söyleyebildiğim için üzgünüm," diyor. Paşa da o günü 
unutmamıştır. Cevabı Zeki Beyi son derece duygulandırıyor: "Biliyorum 
evlâdım, biliyorum. Asıl ben size teşekkür ederim".
Bütün bunlar hayatın yeni mecrada normal akışına kavuştuğunu 
gösteriyor gibiyse de, Zeki Beyin içinde, derinlerde bir yerde hep o linç olayının 
acıları büyüyüp yumak olmaktadır. Babasını unutamaz. Kimse ona bir vatan 
haininin oğlu muamelesi yapmamıştır. Zaten çocukluğu ve eğitim yılları 
İsviçre'de hür bir ortamda geçmiş, kimse ona o eski faciayı hatırlatmamıştır. 
1930'lar Türkiyesi'ne iyi eğitilmiş, dil bilen, herkes tarafından sevilen bir 
kişilikle dönmüştür. Bilâkis etrafındakiler ona karşı kendilerinde bir eksiklik 
duymuşlar, onu incitmekten sakınmışlardır. Mesleki hayatında hiç bir engelle 
karşılaşmamış, Dışişlerinin parlak bir memuru olarak bütün merdivenleri hızla 
tırmanmıştır. Ama zaman zaman bir gazetede, bir dergide, bir kitapta karşılaştığı 
babasıyla ilgili değerlendirmeler ve eleştiriler onu hep yaralamıştır. Yaşı 
neredeyse 85'e vardığı hâlde, babasını aklamağa çalışan oğul olmaktan 
kurtulamamıştır.
Madrid dönüşü, 1979 Eylülünde emekli oldu. Bir yıl önce Madrid'de 
Ermeni teröristler ona yönelik bir saldırı sırasında sevgili eşini öldürmüşlerdi. 
Artık yalnızdı. Fenerbahçe'de Belvü apartmanındaki dairesinde, iskemleye bağlı 
olarak, 90'lık annesiyle yaşamağa başladı. Uzun yıllardır yakasını bırakmayan 
kemik ve kas hastalığı vücudunu bir yığın hâline getirmişti. Yıkanmak, 
yatmak, tuvalet yapmak, yemek, içmek, giyinmek, soyunmak, raftaki bir kitaba
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uzanmak, okumak, yazmak, her şey onun için bir macera, bir yorgunluktu. 
Ama yine de emekli olur olmaz ilk yaptığı iş, Ali Kemal meselesi üzerine bir 
ön çalışma yapıp neşretmek oldu. Arkasından, babasının notlarını düzenleyip 
Ömrüm adlı Ali Kemal biyografisini kitap hâline getirdi. Babasının "fikrî 
atılganlık içinde hırçın bir Osmanlı aydını olduğunu, barışçı duygularla Mustafa 
Kemal'e karşı çıktığım, siyasal bir yanılgıya düşmekle beraber asla bir vatan 
haini" olmadığını herkese anlatmak gayreti içindeydi. Kulaklarında hep, 1922 
ağustosunda, Büyükdere'deki yazlık evde, gazetelerden büyük zaferin haberlerini 
okurken, "Yunanlılara dayak atmışız baba!" sevincine babasının verdiği cevap 
çınlıyordu: "Evet yavrum, hem de temiz bir dayak!" Zeki Bey, böyle konuşan 
bir babanın asla vatanına kötülük yapamayacağını o günkü çocuk kalbiyle 
herkese haykırmak istiyordu.
Onu ziyarete giderdim. Tekerlekli iskemlesinde iki büklüm olmuş ve 
küçülmüş gövdesi, daima gülen uygar yüzü, pırıl pırıl işleyen aydınlık 
düşüncesi ile beni bekler bulurdum. Saatlerce konuşurduk. Sabiha Hanım daha 
hayatta idi. Titreyen elleriyle nadide porselen fincanlarda çay ikram ederdi. Gitme 
saati gelince, salonda vedalaşır, kapıyı ben kendim bulurdum. Koridorun öbür 
ucundaki kapısı açık odada, Zeki Paşa'nın en küçük kızı Sabiha Hanım, 
kucağında pasiyans tahtası ve iskambiller, başı öne düşmüş uyurdu.
Uzun zaman olmuş Zeki Beyi aramalıyım. Ben de yaşlandım artık. İlk 
fırsatta onu ziyaret etmeliyim.
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